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let two hands and turned it down, revealing
lis face again. With the same quick gesture
>he took each arm and turned up the

" There you are, sir." She patted the coat
behind. " Now for a hat/' She hustled out
of the room again*

He felt that he was being dressed like a doll,
and enjoyed it.

" The very thing." With her two hands
again she put a grey cloth deer-stalker on his
head, and turned him to face the mantel
mirror. He wondered at himself, then caught
the reflection of her smiling eyes.

" I shouldn't know myself," he said, smiling
too.

He said good morning to the draymen as
he passed, and was surprised that they were
not as surprised as he was. He walked with
a different step along the puddled road. It
was as though his body, or his coat, had taken
charge of him. He could almost have stamped
in the puddles. As it was, he took no pains
to avoid them. The very squelching of the
sandy mud was pleasant.

His coat disguised him ; more, it positively
hid him. It didn't matter what he did.
" The philosophy of clothes/' he murmured,